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Weekend Reports: 

 Since this is the first Burns Newsletter, I figured we would kick it off in a new way, hence the above! 
Lets all give the members of the previous board a nice hand for all they have done for the club the next time we 
see them. And hope the new board can do as outstanding a job as the last. 

The weekends in January were somewhat… exciting. Sometimes warm and others so cold that everyone 
was in the clubhouse by the heater. Some good flights including one in the grob up to cloud base for an hour 
until sunset, a Robin McDaniel First Solo Flight and first solo in tweety! 

 

                               
 
 
 

Just incase you didn’t read it, here is a copy of Robin’s recollection of the past few years leading up to her first 
solo!  
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Sybil Will Fly Some Day 
 
My story begins three years ago in January of 2001 after my husband received his instructor’s license.  We agreed that I 

would be his first student.  Now I hadn’t been new to soaring, I had been accompanying my husband, Jay, for a few years to the glider 
port for his weekends of flying, but only as an observer and a sometimes passenger.  I’m not really sure whose idea it was for me to 
become his student but somehow I found myself strapped in the front seat of a 2-33 with him in the back and off we went.  Our first 
couple of flights went very well.  I say that because I don’t think he expected much of me and he did most of the flight, the takeoff, the 
tow and the landing.  I took small steps, straight flight, shallow turns, and that was about all.   

The first time he tried to hand the plane over to me during tow was quite a fiasco.  I held that stick with a death grip and tried 
to stay behind the tow plane.  About ten seconds was all I could handle it.  Then I would let out this blood-curdling scream, “TAKE 
IT!  TAKE IT!”  My whole body was shaking so badly and all I could think of was, this is the last time I’m ever going to try this!  Well 
that went on for months and months but I kept getting back in the glider.  There were a few calm moments when I thought, well, yes, 
maybe I can do this, but the screamer was still there.  We all got to know her as “Sybil” my alter ego.   Now Robin (that’s me) wanted 
to learn to fly, but Sybil had other ideas.  We called her my evil twin.  It was a standard joke around the Clubhouse.  Although we all 
laughed about it, everyone knew how hard it was for me.  That first year Jay quit as my instructor at least six times.  There were times 
after landing that he was so frustrated with me that he would just get out of the plane and tell me “Find another sport, this isn’t for 
you!” I could see how my fear of flying had me paralyzed and unable to learn.   

I think after that I took a year off and did not return until the following fall. I was determined to try again.  Everyone said that 
a husband shouldn’t try to teach his wife anything.  So, we took the advice and Jack stepped in to be my instructor.  He was great but 
Sybil was still very much inside of me.  Jack was very patient with me, he would try to make me see that if I would just calm down, 
yes, I could fly.   

Well, I think I made some progress that fall but as summer approached and the air got bumpier I stayed away again.  I was 
beginning to think that maybe I should take up another sport.  I stayed on the ground pretty much all that summer, taking a flight here 
and there but not really accomplishing much.  I would go weeks without a flight so it seemed that each time I went up again it was like 
starting over.  I knew this was not good.  I was getting very frustrated with myself.  I would watch all the other pilots and students 
having the time of their lives, I would smile and join in the after flying conversations at the Clubhouse but inside I was so very sad that 
I didn’t have much to say about my flying.  People would ask when I was going to solo and I’d say “some day”.  I would help around 
the airfield with the flight operations, hook up gliders, chase after tail wheel dollies, keep track of the takeoffs and landings and record 
everything.  I liked being there and being a part of the Club even though I wasn’t doing a lot of flying.  I watched as a lot of students 
came in and learned with what to me seemed like such ease.  What was wrong with me?  Why and what was I so afraid of?  If 14 year 
old boys do this in four or five months why couldn’t I? It was that damn Sybil.  She had to go.   

Well the next summer came and went and once more I found myself trying to psych myself into trying it again.  My husband 
said it was like eating an elephant, one bite at a time.  Well at this point in my flying career I think that I had eaten about one toe of that 
elephant.  We have a small club of about 50 members and so far there was only one other woman in the Club.  She got her training 
elsewhere and we didn’t get to see her much.  She did a lot of flying in California.  She was very supportive of me and tried to ease my 
fears the best she could.  Then this last year we had another woman join the Club.  She and I became fast friends as would any two 
females in a club dominated by males.  I watched her work very hard and within eight months she was ready to solo. That day for me 
was filled with mixed emotions.  I was thrilled for my new friend on her solo and I was hurting inside for myself.   

That day was a real eye opener for me and a turning point.  I was no longer going to allow my irrational evil twin Sybil to be 
in control.  I started taking myself and my flying seriously.  So with yet another instructor and a new alias, off I went.  My new nick 
name came from the newly soloed pilot, Krys.  She said I needed a strong name, someone who would empower me.  She did some 
research and found out that Diana Prinze was Wonder Woman’s alter ego.  So I became Diana.  Well it seemed to work, I got good, 
then I got better, then I got really serious and I seemed to have Sybil-free flights.  No screaming, no shaking hands, before I knew it I 
could land the glider!  My new instructor, Jim, was doing a great job, or maybe I was doing a great job.  Either way, it was working.  
Unfortunately, Jim is a very busy man and he was not able to be at the airport every weekend like I was.  So I turned to the man who 
first introduced me into this.  Yes, my wonderful husband.  I had to almost beg him to fly with me again.  Of course he did and this 
time it was different.  It no longer was husband and wife; it was instructor and student, which brings me to Sunday, 16 January, 2005.   

We did a few pattern tows then he did a simulated rope break.  We landed and he told me to take a break.  Take a break?  I 
was anxious to fly, I felt good and confident.  I wanted to fly!  We took a break.  Little did I know he was scheming.  A little while 
later we got back in the plane.  We did a high tow, there was no lift (it’s January), we land, he has not said a word, has not had to say 
anything on our last six flights together.  He says “Why am I back here?  You can do it.  You can solo.”  Solo!?!?  Me!?  No way. 
Maybe in a month or more, I think.  There’s no way I’m ready, I think.  He’s just saying this to make me feel good.   We take off again.  
He doesn’t say a word the whole flight.  We land, he jumps out of the back seat, throws out his cushion, and starts yelling and 
swearing.  I thought he had banged his knee getting out of the plane.  He is getting out of the plane!  He is securing the back seat. I 
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know what this means.  I say NO! Please, I’m not ready, don’t make me do this. I CAN’T!  One more Pattern, Please, get back in the 
plane!  He leans over and kisses me and says. You CAN do this.  Then he says these words that are like magic, he says. “Just do what 
you just did.”  Well for some reason that worked.  It calmed me down and I took a deep breath and I was going to do it!  The tow pilot 
calls me on the radio to remind me that the plane will be lighter now that his “big lard butt” (his words not mine) is not in the back.  
The flight was short, sweet and is etched in my mind forever.  The plane seemed to fly itself.  It was like an old faithful horse taking 
you home.  I swear that old 2-33 just flew like she and I were one.  It was Some Day. 

Robin “Diana” McDaniel, 
 
Parachute Expert to Talk at LVVSA Meeting 
  
            We have arranged for one of our long-time favorite parachute riggers, Simon Wade, to make a presentation to the 
club on 19 Feb.  He will start the meeting for us promptly at 10 am so be early to learn the most about parachute rigging, 
and use and how it applies to glider pilots. 

 
Upcoming LVVSA Events: 

 10-12 February, SSA convention in Ontario. Jay, Bill, Jack will be gone to the convention that weekend 
 19 February, monthly business meeting 10AM at the Jean Airport Events Center 

12 March, Membership banquet. At Orleans hotel, 6PM. Paul Seketa will P.O.C. Give Ballots for Biesemeyer to 
the secretary or any board member. 
 April, Dry lake Auto tows. The Board is working with county on required permits and a final date will be 
established at the meeting. 

6-10 June, Goal Strike returns 
 Glider Maintenance Issues 

Tweety: ASI installed in tweety and working great 
Grob: Radio harness ordered: wings will be waxed this month 

We Need Volunteers!! (Contact Jay) 
Updated: 2/8/05  

     

Day Date Tow FOO Notes 
     

Sat 12 Feb  Gough Burns  SSA Convention  
Sun 13 Feb  Felgar Gulewich   

     

Sat 19 Feb  Dvorchak McDaniel, R  Monthly Business Meeting 10am (Moved due to SSA Convention) 
Sun 20 Feb  Holden Wynhoff   

     

Sat 26 Feb  Tisdale Stave   
Sun 27 Feb  Thistlethwaite Seketa   

     

Sat 5 Mar  Gough Brooksbank   

Sun 6 Mar  Felgar Cagle    
     

Sat 12 Mar  Holden Burns   No Regular Meeting - Spring Banquet, 6pm, Orleans Casino 
Sun 13 Mar  Dvorchak Gulewich   

     

Sat 19 Mar  Tisdale McDaniel, R   
Sun 20 Mar  Thistlethwaite Wynhoff   

     

Sat 26 Mar  Gough Stave   
Sun 27 Mar  Felgar Seketa   

     

Sat 2 Apr  Holden Burns   
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Sun 3 Apr  Dvorchak Cagle   
     

 
Photo by: 

26f 
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